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Gold Shadow 


Author's Notes: 
This is set in the TINLTL days at Dave\'s house in Virginia 


The Gold Shadow Juncture 


It was nothing spectacular; a little steak, salad from a plastic bag, grilled Texas Toast, and Coors, plenty of that. 
Some Fridays, Kasper and the entourage would eat and end up staying; littering Dave's living room floor with 
sleeping bodies the next morning. Then there were other Fridays, like tonight, when they would clear out. Now, 
it was just the three of them sinking, like the sun, into a pleasant late-afternoon buzz. 


"There is nothing left to lose." The way Nate said that it was dreamy, ponderous. He was spacing out on the 
trees just beyond the deck, what Taylor called Dave's Woods. 


"You really feel like that, Dave?" 


“Sometimes, sure,” Dave answered, hoping it would end there. He had been enjoying the quiet, the sedation of 


the sunset. 


"Sometimes we all do," Taylor put in and got odd looks from them both, not because it was a strange thing to 
say but because it wasn't. "What? What's weird?" he asked and was ignored. 


"But do you feel like that right now, Dave, at this juncture? You know what | mean?" Nate pressed. He loved 
the deep talk, the bookish twerp. 


"Ooh yah, yah, Sigmund. Undt latah | vill tell of my first vet dream and my feelings about dear mutha." 


The German bit cracked Taylor up like nothing else, and he beamed, legs jogging. "Dude! You had a wet dream 
about your mom? Sick! Pervert-esquel” Taylor broke into giggles that sounded like shrill sobs. 


"Ah, he's back" Nate observed, "And | guess that crappy Freud impersonation means you're not up for 
intelligent conversation tonight?" 


"Damn straight. This section of the deck keeps it dumb, light and happy, right Tee?" But Tee didn't answer 


because Tee was still laughing. 


"Well then, fuck you both." Nate said cheerily. He gulped the last from his bottle, gave a sad little 'erf of a 


belch and headed inside. Good riddance, Dave thought, ‘cause now it's just me and him. 

Bleached or not, who gave a shit? It was the bright blonde hair Dave had noticed first, and then the face, 
definitely masculine but pretty too, very much so. If he walked inside, Taylor would be right behind. It had been 
that way since the first time in Dave's room, on the bed once shared with a wife and still too big for just one. 
Taylor had been nervous, braced..but certainly not guarded, and now he followed after Dave like a little golden 
shadow. 

"Dave?" 


"Huh?" 


"Do deers eat salad?" Taylor was hugging his knees to his chest, resting his chin in the notch they made and 
looking down through the slats of the deck 


"Deer could eat berries or babies. Damned if | know." 
Taylor arched an eyebrow at him. "You scare me," he said. 


In the space of a minute, they were both up creeping, knees bent like hunters stalking. They were quiet enough 


to make the railing and see it - a deer, still as waxwork in the brush. 


Taylor leaned in, resting his arms on the wood. "Should | throw it a tomato?" 


Dave touched Taylor's waist as he whispered, "Hell no. That'll scare him to shit. He's hiding, in camouflage." 
"Not doing a very good job. | wish he wasn't so scared, so | could pet him." 


Dave smiled. The way Taylor could be childlike and alluring all at once..it filled the heart. "Sounds like what | was 
thinking about you just a while ago." 


The deer bolted into the woods crackling through leaves and twigs. "Aw, fuck," Taylor sighed, disheartened. 


"Did you think he was gonna trot down to the basement and help with the record?" Dave's hand found its way, 
beneath t-shirt material, to the small of Taylor's back and rubbed there. 


"No. 


As Dave drew in, close enough to touch noses, Taylor's eyes darted away, toward the path the deer had made, 


but he didn't turn his head. 
"Halo," Dave whispered deeply. 


A new name was flattery, and Taylor grinned, sheepish. A blush could have come up in his cheeks too, but 
Dave wouldn't know it; he was caught up in the look of Taylor's mouth, the bottom lip that always seemed 
stuck in a pout, even when he smiled. He started there, tracing with his tongue, flicking his way inward, even 
over teeth, until the mouth beneath his relaxed and kissed back. His hands, under shirt fabric, followed suit; 
fingertips running over navel and ribs, moving upward to trace the small peaks of male nipples. Taylor huffed 
into Dave's mouth as he was touched, and his hands dug almost painfully into Dave's shoulders. The contact 
was getting to him, firing him up. He'd be moaning before long, Dave would make sure of that. 


The way their pricks popped out, as they wrestled off jeans, shorts, and shirts, reminded Dave of a toy. What 
was it, a jack-in-the-box? Yes, that was it. They stood facing, dicks clashing like fencing weapons. Within arm's 
reach lay a bowl of soft butter. Glad for the earlier decision to grill toast, Dave took a glob. He grabbed 
Taylor's hand, buttered it, and fixed it around their cocks, then added his own grasp to the other side. They 
leaned on each other, foreheads touching as they rubbed genitals, breath coming slow and deep. Taylor gave an 


incredulous, breathy ‘humph' as he looked down, like someone impressed by a magic trick 

"Dave? Uh.l'm gonna." 

"Oh, no. No, you're not, not yet! 

Dave broke away, spun Taylor toward the railing and bent him over. He looked like a delinquent under arrest, 
ready to be risked, the only difference being, delinquents aren't usually naked and slathered in dairy products. 


The oil in Dave's hand was plenty; he smoothed it onto Taylor's ass, the outside first, just to see how it looked, 


and it did look nice. Then he worked it inside where it was needed. 


The butter made for easy going, and Taylor sighed, grateful, as Dave slipped into him. As if it were an 
extension of his own, he stroked Taylor's penis, teasing balls, smoothing skin over glans in a steady rhythm 
spurred on by the hitches in Taylor's breath. Dave was being sucked in, squeezed by warmth and wet. He 
groaned and spread his free palm over Taylor's back, pushing him into a more satisfactory pace. The hitches 


were coming faster now, punctuated by tiny squeaks. 


"Found it, didn't 1? Don't hold back," Dave huffed, his own breath coming hard and quick. "Think of my woods 
like. hmmm... a big, walk-in closet” The last part came out sounding like a guy struggling to hold in a hit of 
weed, small and high-pitched. 

Shaking now, Taylor giggled desperately. 


With one last thrust it was over for both of them. Dave went first, spilling with a clenched-tooth growl that 
sent some small animal scampering into the trees. Taylor's body stiffened and he made a punch-in-the-gut 
type sound as liquid covered Dave's fist. 

Later, after a shower, Dave sat on his bed. He would have just one more beer, maybe some TV, then sleep. He 
wasn't too surprised when Taylor wobbled in, dressed in his pajama bottoms. Dave opened his arms and Taylor 
came to him grinning. 

"I think Nate heard,” Taylor said. "I saw him in the hall. He looked.whiter than usual, asked if | was okay." 

"Well, are you?" Dave asked, knowing damned well that he was. 


"Yes," came the serious answer. "What about you, Dave? You feel bad, like Nate said? Nothing left to lose?" 


"Not at this juncture," Dave said and smiled, "Probably not at any juncture, if you're there." He squeezed his 
little golden shadow and flicked on the TV. 


